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Opened their eyes and pressed their nodding heads

Against her, and the moss seemed ready to

Run up those rugged limbs,

The lichen ready

To crystallise its feathery formations

Along these solid branches.

If not upon this flower-sprinkled mound,

Then Mrs. Hague stood

Pressed in the narrow framework of her door,

And fills it to our minds for evermore.                 10

Out of the slender gaps

Between the figure and its frame,

Was wafted the crusty, country odour

Of new bread,

Which was but one blossom of the hedges

That Mrs. Hague had planted.

For Mrs. Hague was childless,

And so had wisely broken up her life

With fences of her own construction,

Above which she would peer                               20

With bovine grace,

Kind nose, kind eyes

Wide open in wide face.

For

Monday was Washing Day,

Tuesday was Baking Day,

Wednesday h'Alfred 'as 'is dinner h'early,

Thursday was Baking Day again,

Friday was a busy day, a very busy day,

And Saturday prepared the way for Sunday,   30

Black satin bosoms and a brooch,

A bonnet and a Bible.

Nor were these all :

There were other more imposing barriers

Of Strawberry Jam in June
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